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Abbas, These troops are his.
Surat he took; and thence, preventing fame,
By quick and painful marches hither came.
Since his approach, he to his mother sent,
And two long hours in close debate were spent

Arim. I'll to my charge, the citadel, repair,
And show my duty by my timely care.

To them the Emperor, with a letter in his hand'
After him an Ambassador, with a train following.

Asafh. But see, the emperor! a fiery red
His brows and glowing temples does o'erspread;
Morat has some displeasing message sent.

Amb. Do not, great sir, misconstrue his intent,
Nor call rebellion what was prudent care,
To guard himself by necessary war.
While he believed you living, he obeyed ;
His governments but as your viceroy swayed:
But, when he thought you gone
To augment the number of the blessM above,
He deemed them legacies of royal love:
Nor armed his brothers' portions to invade,
But to defend the present you had made.

Emp. By frequent messages, and strict commands,
He knew my pleasure to discharge his bands:
Proof of my life my royal signet made;
Yet still he armed, came on, and disobeyed.

Amb. He thought the   mandate  forged, your death

concealed;
And but delayed, till truth should be revealed.

Emp. News of my death from rumour he received;
And what he wished he easily believed:
But long demurred, though from my hand he knew
I lived, so loth he was to think it true
Since he pleads ignorance to that command.
Now let him show his duty, and disband.